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sailor for some time, then a fisherman, and after that
maybe a gamekeeper or forester; always dressing him-
self accordingly and keeping strictly to the type, and
not declining to the actual indistinguishable characters
of our own day, but presenting in his attire, as it were,
the ideal sailor or forester; and so, tricked out in such
homely yet symbolic vestments, perhaps thinking to
take a place with the poet "in tie calm and proud
procession of eternal things."

: When I saw him, he was a shepherd; indeed a shep-
herd appeared to be his favourite character, for he
had maintained the part for some time, and, according
to report, showed no signs of changing. There are few
shepherds in that part of the country, and the few
there are do not wear smocks or carry a crook as he
did. But he followed his usual practice, looked back
to a simpler, smaller and more clearly defined world,
and dressed the part to mark it off from all other
trades. It was the least he could do, seeing that he did
no actual work and devoted all his energies to the
masquerade. His apparent busyness was all moon-
shine. The sheep he herded could not be driven to any
mart in this world, for they were nothing but drifting
phantoms. When he walked the sunlit streets, his
grotesque shadow pursued by laughter, he hurried to
mythical appointments, moved in shadowy markets,
and trafficked in thin air. At the end of the day, after
being urged here and there by his lively fancy, doubt-
less he returned home as tired and as well content with
his day's unsubstantial labour as any sober man of